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Author's Notes: 
Just a little bit of aromantic representation using some of my favorite musicians. 


| have no idea of how long this little thing is going to last, but | guess we'll see. The sex likely won't happen 
until at least chapter three. 


Just in case anyone reading isn't familiar with the term, ‘aromantic' means the lack of experiencing, or 


experiencing very little, romantic attraction. Much like asexuality, it's a spectrum. 
You can read more about aromanticism here: https://lgbtqiafandom.com/wiki/Aromantic 


A person can be aromantic and ace, gay, bi, pan, or any other sexual identity. Romantic attraction and sexual 


attraction are not the same thing, and do not always match. 
Yes, | do know it's technically ‘out of character’, but the fun thing with a/u's is that absolutely anything goes. 
And its sort of a theme that I've unintentionally created with Roger and Keith.. Keith is so very open about 


his feelings, and Roger is unwilling to admit it, both to himself and anyone else. 
So, in this alternate universe, there's nothing for him to admit, and no strange feelings after their encounters. 


Originally this was muuuccchhh longer, going into detail about how Roger and Keith started sleeping together, 
but it just felt like word filler. 


Unless | just haven't come across it yet, the concept of an aromantic character isn't something that's been 
done in the Who bandom yet. If I'm incorrect, please send me a link to whatever you might find, because I'd 


love to read it, no matter the pairing~! 


Ill take any and all aro representation | can get my hands on. 


Relationships were so confusing. It all seemed like such a waste of time. 


Why bother when jumping straight to sex was so much easier? That's all relationships ever seemed to amount 
to, anyway. The courting process was so fucking boring, arduous, and stressful.. All that build up, just for a 
chance to fuck and a desperate hope and a prayer that both partners’ desires and limits would align perfectly 
in bed. 


That risk of time lost just wasn't worth it. In that six months -- that was the average, right? -- building up 
to sex, Roger could've taken up a day job on the side and saved enough to put a down payment on a new 


house. Fuck, that was even long enough to do an entire tour! 


That wasn't to say that Roger didn't desire some sort of companionship. He most certainly did, but in the sort 
of way John and Pete had. A ‘friends with benefits' type deal that only strengthened their bond. If he was at 


all honest, some small part of him felt a streak of jealousy. 


While he didn't want to fuck John, he did have his sights set on Pete. But after a few too many invitations 
being shot down, he accepted it would never happen. And so, Roger's focus shifted to Keith. 


He had been up front right away: he wasn't in it for a relationship, he sought only friendly companionship and 


sex would be an added bonus, should Keith find him interesting. Love was not, and would never, be on the table. 


Keith had brought up the fact that Roger was already married. In return Roger explained in depth how Heather 
understood him like no other woman ever had, and ever would There was no romantic attraction or feelings on 


his end He viewed her as a best friend that he lived with and regularly fucked, but nothing more. 


At first it had been awkward. Roger had never purposefully spent time with Keith. He had always been left 
reeling him back in during group events, or ‘babysitting’ whenever John had to leave or was taken away by 
Pete. Usually by then Keith was far from sober. That wasn't to say Roger didn't know sober Keith. He most 
definitely did, just.. not in this new way. 


Their first time had been fun, yet awkward. A bit too much alcohol at an after party lead to drunken sex, 
which then lead to Heather poking fun at them in the morning, asking to join next time. 


It had taken several more times together before Roger could say it felt even slightly natural. Keith was wild, 
there was no denying it. He was a mixed bag of fun and full of so much energy that Roger often couldn't keep 
up. That contrasted surprisingly well to just how easy he was to control behind closed doors.. A well placed 


bite, a select few huskily whispered words, a promise of teasing touches, and Keith was done for. 


Roger often wondered, was that John's secret for getting Keith under control? He didn't dare ask. It wasn't his 


business. 


Currently, they were enjoying a group vacation. A very, very long overdue vacation, at that! The night prior 
John and Pete had fucked off to some seedy strip joint, which left Roger to keep Keith entertained Even if he 
hadn't felt like it, he still wouldn't have let his younger bandmate join them. Those low quality ‘entertainment’ 
venues were always littered with drugs. The last thing Roger needed was to keep a hawk's eye on Keith just to 
be sure he hadn't managed to bring something back to the hotel. If John and Pete wanted to get fucked up on 
god knows what, then let them. They could be responsible. Keith? .not so much. 


They had spent the most of that morning in bed, fucking and going through the rest of wine John had left 
behind. 


Roger had assumed Keith had once more fallen asleep, head laid upon his toned chest. He was content to enjoy 
the silence and rhythmically run his fingers through the soft, dark, messy hair. He found it was the easiest 
and most effective way to coax Keith into sleeping. 


Unfortunately all good things had to come to an end. 

As Keith sat up and turned to look at him, Roger knew it was coming. He saw it in those pretty eyes. It was 
the same look he had seen so many times before, with countless partners. Silently he prayed to any deity that 
might be listening that Keith would change his mind, that he wouldn't fucking say it. 

"I think | love yo--" 

"No. Don't say it" 

"How come..?" Keith didn't think there was a word to describe just how the knife of rejection felt within his 
heart. He knew he was pushing the pre-set boundaries, but it just didn't feel fair! They had grown so close, 


why couldn't he express his feelings? He didn't understand why Roger didn’t like hearing that ‘L' word, and why 
he refused to say it, but Keith had tried so very hard to understand, 


"You don't even know me." It was a ridiculous response, but Roger couldn't come up with anything else on such 


short notice. ‘You know better’ was much too harsh and the silent treatment would just be cruel. 


"I know you well enough to know that | love yo--" 
Roger put a finger to his naturally dark companions lips. "Please.. dont. Don't say that." 


When he was confident Keith wouldn't dare go against his wishes, Roger pulled his hand away. The pain and 
confusion within those dark eyes made his heart ache with guilt and stomach tie itself in knots. "Please. Please 


promise me. You won't ever say it" 


Keith drew in a long, steady breath. "| can't promise.. but I'll do my best. That's all | can offer." He hoped it 
would be enough, he didn't want to ruin this good thing they had built up together just because he had caught 
feelings and couldn't understand how and why they wouldn't be reciprocated. 


"Then I'll accept that," Roger said quietly. "But please.. please don't ask me to change my mind. Please don't ask 
me for more. You know | don't have many boundaries, but this is one." He reached up to brush a lock of hair 
out from Keith's eyes. "I'll always love you as a friend. A best friend, even.. but | will never, and can never, love 


you as a partner.. I'm sorry." 


It never got easier to hear. It hurt every time, and Keith wasn't quite sure why he was expecting a different 
outcome this time. Roger wasn't John; he wouldn't give in and do what he asked just because he begged, pawed, 
and gave those irresistible puppy dog eyes. "It's okay, | understand" No, he didht understand. He really, really 
fucking didn't. But he was trying. 


The silence that had settled between them was thick, yet not uncomfortable. Keith's attention had dropped to 
the blankets, and he picked at a loose thread while Roger poured the last of the wine into their glasses. 


"What are you thinking about?" Roger's voice was soft, sweet. The sort he used post-sex, or when he was on 


the phone to Heather. 


The question had once more brought Keith's focus back up to those hazy blue eyes he had fallen in love with. 
He was searching for an answer to the question he knew he shouldn't ask. And yet, he couldn't help himself. 


"can | at least kiss you? It's been so long since you last let me." 


"No" That was another of Roger's boundaries. One he did occasionally allow Keith to unlock, but didn't make a 
habit of it. "Not today," he quickly added on. Rejection was difficult to handle, and he knew Keith didn't take it all 
that well. "Maybe next time." 


Keith couldn't understand how or why someone wouldn't want to kiss him, or kiss anyone in general. That, too, 


was a boundary he didn't quite understand. He was just thankful that Roger sometimes met him halfway. 


